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Here he feels the first breath of Italian atmosphere: luxuriant vegetation, warm air, gay life of the people. How well he feels and how much at home! " Everything is planted so promiscuously that it seems as if one thing must smother another. Vine-trellises, maize, buckwheat, mulberry trees, fruit trees, walnut trees, and quince trees. The people wandering about remind one of the dearest pictures: the tied-up braids of the women, the bare chests and light jackets of the men, the splendid oxen which they drive home from market, the sumpter asses. . . . And now, when in the mild air of evening the few clouds rest on the mountains, standing still rather than drifting, and immediately after sunset the shrill sound of the locust begins to be heard, it seems to me as if I had been born and reared here and were just returning from a whaling voyage to Greenland. I welcome everything, even the dust of the 'fatherland,' which often gets deep on the roads, and of which I have seen nothing for so long." " If any one who lives in the south were to read this," he continues, "he would consider me very childish. Ah! what I here write I have long known, since I have been suffering with thee under an evil sky, and now I am glad to feel this pleasure, by way of exception, which we should enjoy as one of the eternal blessings of nature." He is also happy that he has no servant or guide with him. " By being waited on continually one becomes prematurely old and decrepit. . . . Every beggar shows me the way, and I speak with the people I meet as if we had known each other for a long time."
But Trent is not his abiding-place. He is still on imperial soil and the political environment influences his mood. After one day's stay he departs, passing through Roveredo on his way to Lake Garda, whose beauty charms him but cannot hold him fast. He rows along both shores almost their entire length and lands at Bardolino, where he takes a carriage for Verona. He arrives at one o'clock on the 14th of September, an extremely hot day. He is now on the soil of ancient Italy. "Yes, my beloved, I have